THE    MEMOIRS    OF
This friendly offer the captain at first refused., declaring that
he would not for twenty times as valuable a quantity of
goods dream of allowing the man, who had so gallantly
saved them from wholesale slaughter by the blacks, to take
any further risk on their behalf. Rashleigh, however, per-
sisted that his plan should be adopted, and explained to
the captain that he knew his countrymen well enough to be
sure that they were extremely unlikely to renew the attack,
especially now that they must know that he had a number
of guns. The other allowed himself to be persuaded to
return to the schooner with all his men to get her right
off the bank, and Rashleigh remained with a row of fire-
arms, ready cocked, laid out upon packing-cases, patrolling
the spot with his double-barrelled gun in his hand.
He kept a keen watch shorewards, but he saw no sign
of any blacks, and at first the only sound that broke the
quietude was the murmur of the waves breaking on the
beach. The sailors had evidently reached the ship again,
for he could hear their capstan chanty coming across the
water, tie turned to watch whether they were going to
succeed in pulling off the bank. For some minutes their
efforts were ineffectual, but then he saw her plainly moving
and she was just running into free water when Rashleigh
was struck in the back of his leg by a spear. He turned as
a flight of spears fell all around him among the ship's stores,
and cursed himself for a fool for having relaxed his vigilance.
For some moments he could see no one, nor could he guess
from what point the attack had been made, until he saw a
head appear from behind a sandbank. Before the black had
time to move, Rashleigh brought his gun to his shoulder
and fired. The man sprang high in his last convulsion and
fell dead, as another volley of spears was flung, one of them
piercing RashleighJs shoulder*
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